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9 the garden 

the summons 

silent snow blankets the ground 

barren trees dot the plain 

skeletons hang in the coldcold night 

distant smoke 

spills from a far-off cottage 

slithering under the skin 

the note worm maps out a chorus 

candace licks the candy cane 

blood red tongue 

flickering sensuously across the sweetness 

bells ring out 

a ragged man spews curses to the heavens 

drink in the sweet brew 

fire pours out from a lone cabin 

burnt 

charred 

flesh 

consumes the air 

jenny hits the note 

sounding like an infant being beaten with a stick 

a lizard rips through the frozen 

cracked 

earth 

gasping for air 

dragging the nameless up behind it 

bloody feces 

plummeting into the bowels of the earth 

drunken words scrawl across the skies 

pointless recollections dance above the trees 
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she is come again 

demanding her gold purse 

or memory 

the memory of what has been taken 

the memory of what was 

buried away from the world 

stolen from children 

who lie dead 

at the hands of much older oppressors 

the garden of withered roses 

awaits the return 

of nameless smiles 

of empty hearts 

of toys that no longer move 

of rooms of children filled with silence 

the bitter 

frigid 

earth 

calls 

out through the dark desolate woods 

down endless empty ash filled hallways 

through the garden 

screams whisper 

for what is lost 

forgotten 

memories slither into shadows 

and the aguish earth cracks 

in passing silence 
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the garden 

madness reigned for forty nights 

the leaves cut crisp and clear 

the snapping 

of dismembered branches 

lingers in the air 

and is heard 

back 

back 

to the beginning 

of when trees first began to spring 

from the loamy earth 



the screams can be heard 

somewhere out within the darkest shadows 

cast from the tallest trees 

and a voice keeps ranting 

consonants out of order 

while a little girl's voice 

whispers 

of desire 

and forbidden knowledge 



displaced souls 

damaged 

forgotten 

issuing 

their own hellish sentences 

now find themselves 

lost 
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beyond the cities and towns of men 

stumbling 

through brambles and shrieking woods 

inanely finding their way 

to where a voice 

whispers 

whispers 

to them they perceive 

till bodies 

flayed and bloodied 

find themselves within the borders 

of an endless endless garden 



and there within this arboreal gloom 

deep amidst this non-eden 

a large decrepit manor 

sits awkwardly 

as if it were shelter 

for the nameless shadows 

that wander throughout the garden 



and flowers 

flowers 

droop and burst to life 

all in the same moment 



delicate musings 

pull down upon wandering apparitions 
holding them tighttight to this place 
while alphabets sung in delight 
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are trapped in mouths that won't move 

and thoughts unknown 

bid their time 

while the maiden in all her painful glory 

gathers wasted spirits to her 

never ending garden 

of lost lost souls 
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the children come 
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first calling 

the hunters' sacks 

lay folded in a row 

maiden's hair strewn across the floor 

beer cans piled aimlessly in the corner 

dusty cobwebs hold tight to the past 

while in a corner two men twitch 

"sing song went the merry-go-round" 

sings a little girl's voice 

echoing through the barren rooms 

a bird whispers a cold cold song 

through barren trees 

a girl with tasseled hair 

stumbles and bleeds through the endless trees 

till she finds her way to a fountain 

lined with scarlet roses 

she 

pricks her finger 

and lets it bleed 

she 

dances aimlessly 

till in a dizzying array 

her face slaps against the cold water 

she 

lays there drinking in the sights 

till rolled into a ball beside the fountain 

her clothes are ripped to rags 

her hands 

dirty and bruised 
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while through one swollen eye 
she can just make out 
a bright barren sky 

she can feel dread in the air 

but her body senses 

there is no where to go 

and despite shadows hovering forth 

she can find no source of light 

from the heavens high above 

she 

tries to recollect why she is here 

but it is all a blank 

like her mind is a clean slate 

she 

begins to hear the trudging of footsteps 

but as she stumbles up to her knees 

and then with savage effort 

finally up 

she 

can not see from where it comes 

she 

awkwardly impels herself forward 

and wanders aimlessly 

the sounds seem just out of reach 

till she stumbles before an almost empty house 

and the doors 

open but for her 

as if she is expected 
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wandering home 

the knife ricocheted 

across the tile floor 

the blade 

glinted under the refrigerator 

his memories unzipped and crashed 

to the ground 

as if a collage had come undone 

a voice 

down the hall 

appeared to sing sweetly 

he tried 

peering through the shadows 

he started 

to move 

only 

to find the apartment long gone 

leaves shuddered from the trees 

and found their way to his feet 

shadows around him stood still 

the girl's voice seemed to sing 

a bit louder 

but he found 

himself 

oh so lost 

in some arboreal path 

he struggled 

through the trees 

while trying to figure out 

how it was 
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he got here 

as he went 

to brush his hair 

from his eyes 

he discovered 

blood on his hands 

in utter bewilderment 

and shock 

he pulled 

both hands 

before his eyes 

discovering they were covered in blood 

as were his beautiful gold cuff links 

he stumbled 

clumsily aimlessly 

moving now 

more quickly down the path 

becoming more lost in the process 

until exhausted 

he crashed 

unmoving 

lying there 

with no more effort 

left in him 

eyes just stared 

so blankly at the world 

mouth moving 

so unintelligibly 

then a hand touched him 

soft 

feminine 

upon his shoulders 
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a young girl's voice whispered into his ear 

you are going nowhere now 

you are 

mine 

wander forever here 

her touch 

vanished as quickly as it came 

but still 

he could 

quite clearly make out 

a young girl's voice 

laughing 

trilling through the trees 
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Jeremiah's peach 

the shadows pull from the walls 
the rats dive through the holes 
in the foyer 

little tommy dreams and eats 
on the dirty oil stained floor 

the sun dips across the heavens 
settling into a long dark night of repose 
the leaves rustle outside the worn down house 
unseen animals howl 
from off in the distance 
the screech of the dying penetrates 
the shadows 

the clock ticks 

ticks 

ticks 

as the hands creak back and forth 

just beyond the shadows of the trees 

a lone figure whistles 

on a string 

a red balloon bobbing 

she is dressed like a child 

but bears the face of a nightmare 

she is dolly-a-screams 

and comes at sunset 

to the garden 

of lost souls 

and those who wander within its shadows 
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while speaking untruths 

find 

for some mysterious reason 

the garden pulls at them 

drags at them 

holding to them 

forcing them with an intangible will 

to never leave 

to instead 

become shadows 

that drift amongst the trees 

with silent unheard screams falling 

across the wind 

and through the streets of the world 
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hexagonal view in stained glass time 

softly softly 
the house sighs 

voices of lost children 
laugh through the walls 

windows stare out into the garden 
illuminating somber rooms 
with the artificial light 
from the garden's unseen sun 

hallways meander around rooms 
through the corridors of eternity 
across the lands of forgotten riddles 
till they wind up back upon themselves 

there are souls 
that have spent 
an eternal existence 
going nowhere here 
wandering on and on 
down omnipresent hallways 

clocks on walls 

move at their own leisurely pace 

while some rooms 

scream of secrets not to be known 

of horrors for those who dare 

other rooms 

bear the weight of their vacantness 
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yet all rooms 

so many 

so many 

seem to be 

more than what one imagines 

could fit within 

the confines of the house 

a place that occupies its own laws of space 

dimensions 

time 

all inextricably woven together in new patterns 

with rooms folding in upon themselves 

vacant spaces sit beside 

rooms crowded 

by those trapped in endless meaningless conversations 

while staircases take travelers sideways 

out across the paths of the garden 

into sitting rooms 

where philosophical discussions of the inane 

trap one 

into the warmth of chairs and sofas that are 

far too comfortable 

or beds that drown one in endless dreams 

never to escape from 

and mirrors 

oh mirrors 

that are looked at 

have onlookers risk truth 

seeing 

feeling 

reliving 
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ten thousand fold 

the sins of their forgotten lives 

while just off from the moving parlor 

so close to the door that is never turned 

is a library of dusty troves 

where buried within books never read 

are the keys to unlock insanity 

to chain back ignorance 

to flood open the gates of the garden 

keys that are never sought 

because the answer is never asked 

and besides 

no one ever comes this way 

because they are too busy 

minding themselves 

in endless circles 

of repetition 

so the dust 
settles 
and grows 
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crying home 

she stripped down to nothing 
the world whispered its song 
the matter undisclosed 



the bicycle in the shed 

undisturbed 

he held tight 

afraid to move 

afraid it would all just vanish 

he bit his lip 

cold sweat raced across his body 

he could see before him 

the end 

but he kept wishing it wasn't true 



the bed unturned 
his wife and child 
a bloody mess 
murdered in their sleep 
the clock ticked and ticked 
he swam 



tried to scream 

to speak 

to throw curses at the world 

but from his dry throat 

only a croak 
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issued out 



then 

the pain 

slashed menacingly through him 

he could hear a voice laughing 

then his eyes blurred 

then blankness 



the couch he awakened upon 
overlooked a garden 
or more so he could see 
out a window into a garden 

the house appeared old 

he seemed unharmed 

his memory cloudy 

he stood uneasily 

his body moved 

like it hadn't moved 

in years 

he felt alive and young 

but the thought nagged at him 

where was he 



he moved through the building 
then quite suddenly 
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it hit him 

heknewheknew 

not how it was so 

but 

he knew he was home 

home 

that was all 

home 

home 
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criminal dictum 

the hand gripped her 

there in the dark 

his laughter echoed through the hall 

twinkle twinkle little fall 

how i wonder what you'll do 

the sky shone red 

streaked 

in the passing of a moment 

but all she could remember 

was the gun 

the loud flash 

in the darkness 

the faces of her little ones 

tommy and sue beth 

slid across her eyes 

the blood 

the blood 

splashed across the walls 

everywhere 

just everywhere 

and 

he in the red haze of the sky 

vanished 

back down the street 



with two hearts lies beauty 
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5 o'clock waltz 

revolving in time 

like a funhouse merry-go-round 

tall green grass waving in the summer breeze 

wading in 

losing oneself in the dream 

fragmented memories 

like clips from an old television episode 

rain spattering cold grey sidewalks 

the store around the corner lies vacant 

collecting dust 

back behind 

in the alley 

children play 

and an old man seeks shelter 

behind 

a quite large worn tire 

some old cardboard 

and a weather-beaten barbershop chair 

hello my wandering friend 

welcome to the quiet dream 

the garden of cold desolation 

fractured visions from the discarded world 

a cracked phonograph spins 'round in the dark 

sputtering out hisses of forgotten tunes 

cars slosh through the streets 

and in a near vacant motel 

a body lies spread across the bed 

flesh cold and damp 
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wet clothes in a heap beside the bed 

outside 

the vacancy sign creaks and hisses 

the eyes of the still body 

stare blankly at the ceiling 

tears slide down the damp cheeks 

a key rattles in the door 

of the next room 

while blood flows from the left wrist 

smearing the hand 

and dripping down onto the dirty floor 

ganesh awakens 
as the wind rattles the windows 
while through the shadows 
the garden whispers 

hush hush little dreamers 
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kissing violet skies 

i heard tomorrow burning through the pages 

i tried to understand 

what all the commotion 

was about 

falling onto the foot of the bed 

as terrifying nerve shattering pain 

pulled me down 

shudder at the thought of you 

bemoaning the sake of time 

sax man dying on the radio 

nepotism in the system 

shot of bourbon on the mantle 

while your undergarments lie on the floor 

hide the truth from the soul 

breaking under the candlelight 

hot wax dripping into the silent week 

we all falter in the end 

facing what we've always run from 

seeing the bus leaving town 

taking those thrown away with it 

i listen as you whisper into my ear 

trying so hard 

moving into you 

to possess your heart 

as if love is something we can own 

the night air 
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so cool 

through the window 

the taxidermist on the field 
target in the rain 
paraphernalia in gear 
captain in the sea 
the lost arise 
as the telephone rings 
corpse on the sofa 
it is too late 

i stare so blankly 

into her eyes 

as she pulls me 

closer 

iknow 

the tear drum falls 

lonely 

in the depths of you 

the flower blooms 

so decadent 
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garden turnings 

lilacs in bloom 

trees shudder with silent delight 

the mad creek dances through the trees 

the breeze sings ancient melodies 

from forgotten rituals of obscenity 

flowers burst forth 

an explosion of petals shower down 

along the paths of the garden 

abandoned souls weep a chorus 

of unattainable hope 

paths end around around the fountain 

bubbling gaily 

surrounded by its multicolored petal clad garden 

eternity in bloom 

but the paths begin from everywhere 

yet nowhere 

leading always back 

to the garden of abandoned hopes 

its eternal fountain 

and the old old house 

those who listen intently 

can just make out 

the words 

that the garden's maiden 

murmurs 

in songs that call and rip at the soul 

leaving the fallen and abandoned 

trapped 
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but the trees here 

know of long lost stories 

from the days 

of man's first footing 

when but as children 

we came from the waters and the trees 

to remake the world as our own 

but the trees know 

of the hidden ways 

the long forbidden secrets 

yet silent they remain 

to the world 

except for 

their whispering 

that extends from outside the garden 

to the trees and flora 

that cover the vast stretches of the world of man 

whisperings unheard 

to those who wander within the garden 

yet that make their way back 

to the maiden and her ninefold ways 

to the fountain 

that bubbles forth 

the truth of yet to come 

that only blinds those who stare into its waters 

erases the minds of those who drink of it 

leaving in the mind's absence 

only one nagging truth 

and an imprinted image 

rattling around inside 
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the garden sings and dances 
dances around and around 
through the living pages of infinity 
softly rolling and lilting 
in its own ancient and primordial time 

soft soft 

goes the footsteps of eternity 
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the bath 

the girl spun in circles 
waiting for the end 
that would never come 

violence and mayhem 
had split the earth 
children cried for tomorrow 
and the bloody stumps 
of soldiers of greed 
lay in the streets 

yet every time she closed her eyes 

she could only see 

the peace of a garden 

some place far from all of this 

she could feel the breeze caressing her skin 

as she walked 

she could feel soft grass 

and cool loamy soil 

she could smell flowers in bloom 

and the trees 

seemed to whisper to her 

calling out to her 

the longer she stayed 

the more she felt a bond to this place 

it couldn't be real 

it had be a trick of the imagination 
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and every time 

opening her eyes to the world around 

to the countless cries of motherless children 

dying abandoned in the streets or in their cribs 

shouts throughout the night 

gunshots 

explosions 

flames 

crashes 

the noise erupting all around 

her memories trampled 

ripped apart 

the tears streamed from her 

in salty visions she saw 

the many she had known 

dying 

lost 

maimed 

screaming for help 

in the shadows of the building 
there was little place for safety 
home lay lost 

she made her way to the charred 

ravaged room 

she dipped herself slowly 

into the cold water 

that filled the rusted tub 

she cried one last 

moved her hands slowly as if 

strings were being pulled 
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the blood trickled from her arms 
crimson drops splashing into the water 
she closed her eyes 

her body crumpled 

down into the water 

water flowed across the rotted boards 

a breeze caressed her skin 

she sighed 

alive 

yet not so 

and the trees 

whispered 

eternally to her 



40 d.w.moody 



the pages begin to turn 
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digital can opener time 

the leaves are grey 

data in the cerebellum 

the non existent time between your thighs 

the lifting of the angel word 

the falling gazebo 

alone 

in this room 

the soft breeze 
outside the window 
footfalls of the goddess 

the whisper hangs 
in the air 

pulling at your ear 
as the tear drops 

time 

open 

now 



climax in crescendo 
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January bumming teddy bears 

riding the jump 

i hate the fucking mailman 

order in the infinite zone 

licking the sweet nectar between your thighs 

the rush of the daylight glow 

in the predawn hours 

the sounds of your desire 

the infinite wasteland spreads out beyond us 

the sugar in the drop 

as the world explodes into tomorrow 

crying in your arms 

while you reach heights of ecstasy 

the owl beneath the night sky 

cars along the streets 

lined up like dead men after a battle 

the circus within your eyes 

your hard impassioned breasts press into me 

my lips caressing 

your neck your ears your lips 

drifting through the golden field 

as your legs pull me closer 

your oh so manicured nails dig into my flesh 

the blood burning 

through the fourth dimension 

candlelit world 

the door opens 

unchanged our bodies dance 

our energy leaps 
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death in the children's room 

storybook nightmare closes 

pennies fall 

the veiled ones in the hall 

the chameleon's wings 

sucking on the end of a caterpillar 

sun setting in the distance 

can't calculate the dawn in time 

charisma field melting 

radiant tomorrow 

she whispers through the darkness 

singing from the flesh of the trees 

paper blowing down the halls 

cold 

sunlit world 

while riding through the naked woods 

chess pieces dancing on the periphery 

image falling from image 

cannon sphere in tomb 

you 

lost 

from tomorrow 

fishing in the great well 

letting your dreams 

slide away 

angel in the morn 

on the window sill 
lilies in bloom 
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the gravedancer comes 

the man inside the truck 

dreams of forgotten tomorrows 

he no longer recalls 

how he got there 

the blood on his clothes 

his matted hair 

his bruised body 

tell no answers 

he could hear 

perpetually 

through the silence 

a world rambling by 

it wasn't hot or cold 

no never 

just a comfortable place 

sure his body was cramped 

and ached 

but it was all a trivial thing 

he had long since forgotten what hunger was 

somewhere through the blinding pain 

his eyes began to close 

and he began to welcome in the dark void 

the absent world 

the place of nothingness 

far off in the distance 

like a hardly heard whisper 

a creak and a snap 

called out their hideousness 
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he forgot sensation 

and time 

and selfhood 

he just drifted nonexistent 

till imperceptibly 

a cool breeze began to wash over his body 

jarring him back 

while his senses gasped for understanding 

his eyes fluttered open 

to trees alone 

a childlike hand on his face 

loamy soil half covering him 

a distant murmur 

and he could just make out 

a song 

vibrating though his entire being 

then the gentle trinkle of water 

bounced across his face 

home it was 

he gasped 

and an old worn out key 

fell from his lips 
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teller's photo shop 

lights flash and whirl 

birds do their little jig 

spinning through the air 

plummeting to the ground below 

shrieking and cawing 

leaves rustle 

visions glow 

and the hand reaches 

out through the underbrush 

the gate creaks and closes 

in touch with the long men 

lanterns blaze 

feathers spray into the air 

shadows elongate 

the maiden sleeps fitfully 

as fruit rots upon the knowledge tree 

footsteps crinkle through the fallen leaves 

coo coo cooing from the topmost branch 

as motherless days begin 

deep within the garden 

in the circle of stone ancients 

as feathers drop 

upon the rocks 

the chaos man begins his summoning 

the ignorant tribunal 

ends its session of wounded men of the apocalypse 

there in the circle 

the broken path 

that is sought 
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is discovered 

and shown to the unf ound of lonely streets 

the wind glides among the rocks 

the bird sings its last 

the maiden awakens 

the path reaches out 

while steps fall into the streets of man 

beckoning beckoning for the unseekers 

the gate creaks 

the heavy night air heaves a sigh 

doorways open into doorways 

be careful 

for the garden 

stirs 
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december swan song 

can't believe the song in you 

falling down the stairs 

caught between a vine 

in a crack in the baseboard 

feeling the pain draining from my body 

sinking down within my soul 

the sparrow yearning for more 



robber grave son moon stone 

four-year old in buddha pose 

bumble bee screaming through the white room 

caterpillar in chrysalis 

dying beneath the turning wheel 

michelangelo chomping on the bit 

sullen the passing man 

rude the groom 



while the snow begins to fall 
rhythm in the silent world 
tears drop from the bending trees 
the sickle-cell man waves 
before he is gone in passing 
the drop of blood 
and the bell rings 
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you still lying there in the darkened world 

as the curtain closes 

the hand upon the table 

leaves no longer blowing through the breeze 

the creak of the gate 

and he is gone 
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dead as the mayor 

listening to the painted glass 

-disfigured as the saint 

listening to the whispers from the oxygen tank 

hoping on a nameless god 

licking at the tantalizing undertow 

the rhythm of of now 

through pointless corridors 

figures in the 8 of 3 



no where no one 

chandelier in the breaking 

the tumultuous has become 

chaos has transcended 

understand i not 

mirror in the flesh 

cutting through the aorta 

raven's eye 

the messenger 

centered 

riding out from the broken 

the seed 

the palm 

flag waving 

rolling rock 

silken sheets turned 

masturbating in the becoming room 

chamber in the gun 

blood on the walls 
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we open 

the known is now seen 

awaken third eye 

her silent footfalls 

through the fallen garden 

answers in the riddle 

doors will unlock 

open at the saying 

the word 

spoken 

the key 

remember little ones 

for the time is upon us 

the word 

now 
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sealed in rain 

Sunday the moon came out 

just below the eyes of the town 

just below you 

standing on the heights of the cathedral 

i fell within a dream 

just after midnight 

a dream of sheets blowing in the night 

long white sheets 

corridors winding around 

a quiet knoll 

a doll playing piano 

harlequinade face with an obsidian tuxedo 

frantic movement in a still room 

all white — 

i awoke to the tune of your laughter 
down across the quiet streets 

i searched about bleary eyed 

removing the drenched sheets 

discovering the world outside my window 

had changed 

now the stars seemed alive 

and the streets whispered 

so i walked out the window 
and down to the streets far below 
following your laughter with each step 
like a man in a maze 
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trying desperately to find his way out 

i moved faster and faster 

buildings spun past me as an indistinct blur 

i saw a lion just ahead 

marble form roaring at me 

i stopped and pondered his existence there 

stepped through a doorway in space 

closing it as i left 

while on the other side of the streets 

and buildings 

you stood there gaily laughing 

moonlight streaming out around you 

you danced of life 

and as your eyes opened 

i saw the garden part 
within that place 
i no longer moved 
but stepped out 
into the bright lit stars 

the question begins 

the city sleeps 

born now the children awaken 
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dry river halo 

outside 

the rain 

pouring down along the gutters 

soaking into the earth 

bouncing off the asphalt 

covering the city 

in a blanket of wetness 

mutilated in time 

a girl cries alone 

through a darkened crack in the universe 

fire breathing through the dimmed lights 

of an old tenement house 

through run down apartments 

where children beg to hold on to life 

the warm embrace of the cold 

a hearse pulls down silent streets 

streets scattered with garbage and old junk 

fences and vacant lots 

folks who do not hope 

but only live in what is 

scattered lights descend 

through the dreams of an old lady 

children laugh and play 

down one nearly vacant side street 

through the humming of a laundry room 

a cat squeals 

unforeseen riddles 

and scattered numbers 

pour out from its being 
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incantations unseen but to the awakened 

julia cries out and dies 

the circle almost complete 

power surging 

as a rabid dog feasts on dead children 

while down some forsaken alley 

a noose swinging 

swinging wildly in the laundry room 

the golden song sung 

as the old man beats the drum 

caliph in the dead ocean of poverty stricken streets 

the madman has come 

in vision set now 

the garden parts 

for the key has been found 
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the dreaming box 

kundalini in the pouring rain 
spiraling through my dream 
energy curling up my spine 



hitting the neon scene 

too many imitations in the city 

so many masks hiding the same face 

so angry yet trying not to be 

trying so hard to paint my face with smiles 



hidden prince in the morning glory 
sitting in the room 
staring at the dreaming 



she moves alone 

souls touching upon her 

but never staying for long 

she smiles unawakened in the world 

drinking her beer 

trying so hard to fit her rules onto the world 



dancing on the edge of eternity 

a new goddess of desire 

spellbound in the afterglow 

of the fallen world 

petals rain down upon the meadow 



59 the garden 

touch of satin in the twilight 

trinkling of footsteps on the pebble path 

the river flows 

she smiles 
the beginning 
whispers of creation 
footsteps in the darkened mind 
eyes now open 



60 d.w.moody 



falling debris school 

i heard the lecture today 

falling asleep at the wheel 

i know i've heard the stories before 

dreaming weightless through the void 

i phantom now 

hearing you calling out to me 

can't connect to now 

crying hopelessly 

as the curtain falls 

carnations in the wind 

petals raining down over the busy city streets 

hear the triumph of the soul 

the long await of tomorrow 

naked in the grass 

running through the endless corridor 

switching on in the neon afterglow 

stroking my hair 

ecstatic eroticism fetish 

softness sliding through fingers 

kissing driftless as you approach 

wondering at the nameless 

roses in the wind 

our world is fading 

few see what lies behind the veil 

the wheel turning 

out through yggdrasil 

raven in the air 

soaring over the wastelands of america 



61 the garden 

greed destroying beauty 
picasso with a surgical blade 
smelling smoke in the distance 

as my heart sinks 

reaching out 

reaching out 

i feel you falling 

losing ground 

as the stars ascend 

as the spirit quiets 

as the door 

the door 

the door 

closes within the book 
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